
TheTragedieof 

Roffe No good at all that I can doc for him, 

Vnleffi you call it good topitty him. 

Bereft, and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now afore God tis fbame fuch wrongs arc borne, 
In him a royall Prince and many mo. 

Ofnoble blond in this declining land, 
TheKingisnothimfelfe, butbafely led J. 

By flatterers, and what they will informe* 

Mcerely in hate gainft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute, 

Gainft vs, our hues, our children, and our heires. 

Rojji The commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes, 

And quite loft their hearts. The nobles hath he finde, 

For ancient quarrels and quite loft their hearts, 

IVillo, And daily new exactions are deuifde. 

As blanches, beneuolences, and I wot not what: 

But what a Gods name doth become of this? 

N^orth. Wars hath not wafted it. for warrde he hath not, 
But bafely yecldcd vpon compromife. 

That which his noble aunctftors atchiued with blowes. 
More hath he fpent in peace then they in wars. 

Roffe The Earle of Wiltfhire hath the realme in firme. 

The King growen banckront like a broken man. 
T^orth. Reproch anddjflbiutionhangeth ouerhim. 

Re/e He hath not money for thefc In fh wars, 

His buvthenous taxations notwithftandmg, 

But by t-hc robbing ofthe banifht Duke. 

'North. His noble kinfman moft degenerate King, 

But Lords we heare this fearefull tempeftfing, 

Yet fecke no {belter to auoid the ftorme: 

We fee*the wind fit lore vpon cur fades. 

And yet we rtrikenot, butfecurelyperifh. 

Bfijfe We fee the very wracke that wemuft fuffer. 

And vnauoided is the danger now 
For fufFeringfo thecaufesofour wracke. 

North. Not fo.euen through the hollow eics of death, 

I fpie life pee ring but I dare notfay, 

' How 




King Richtrd thefemsd. 

How ncere the tidings of our comfort is. , 

WU, N ay let vs {bare thy thoughts as thou ooft ours. 

R ofo Be confident to fpeake Northumberland 
We three are but thy felfe. and fpeaking jo 
Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus, I haue from le Port Blan 
A Bay in Brittaine receiude intelligence, 

That Harry duke of Hcrford, Rarnold L.Cobham 
That late broke fromthe Duke of Exeter 
His brother, archbilbop late of Canterburie, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fit IohnRamfton, 

Sir IohnNorbery, fir Robert Water ton, and Francis Comes; 
All thefe wellfurmfhedby the Duke of Brittaine 
With eighttall ibippes,tbree thoufand men or war re, 

Are making: hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our North erne more: 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ftay 
The'firft departing of the King for Ireland. 

Ifthen we lhall Ihake off our flauifh yoke, 

Impe outour drowping countries broken wing. 

Redeeme from Broking pawne theblemiftit Crowne, 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe. 

Away with meinpoft toRauenfpurgh: 

But ifyoufaint, as fearing todofo. 

Stay, and be lccret>and my lelfe will go. 

Ro/e Tohorfe,to horle, vrge doubts to them that reare, 
ru jillo. Holde out my horfc, and I will firft be there. 
Exeunt. 

Enter tht Queene,BHfhie,B<tgot. 

Bufh. Madam, your maieftie is too much fad, 

You promift, when youparted withtheKir.g, . 

To lay afide life-harming heauines, 

Andentertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Queene To pleafe the king I did, to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot do it; yet I know no caufe 
Why I Ibouid welcome fuch a gueft as Gricfcj- 
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